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Christmas At The Rock 


New York's buildings soared above them, disappearing into the clear, yet frosty, night. Before them stood the 
famed Rockefeller Center, its 90 foot Christmas tree glittering at its doors. In front of that, sat the sunken 
plaza where, once a year, a magical winter wonderland was created. Fairy lights twinkled and familiar Yuletide 
songs played. Set before the golden statue of Prometheus was the place where so many festive dreams were 
made. It was the place that had been featured in countless movies and immortalised in a million tourist 


snapshots. 
Standing on the opposite side of Fifth Avenue, David looked at the redhead beside him. "Really, Dave?" 


Dave lifted his nose from the thick, furry collar of his jacket. The temperature was somewhere near zero, 


with the wind chill knocking another couple of degrees off it. "But you said-" 


"Yeah, | didn't think you'd take me seriously. Besides, that was something | asked for like twenty years ago. I'm 


twenty years older now, with twenty years more stress on my knees." 


The redhead just mumbled something before sticking his nose back into the warm lining of his heavy winter 
clothes. When he stepped out into the traffic, David sighed and followed him, dodging the nose to tail cars. 


Trotting behind Dave, David allowed himself to be lead through the wind tunnel of a plaza and down to the rink, 
muttering all the while. He was too old for this. He was too achy to be trying to ice skate. Heck, he'd just hit 
fifty. Despite his best efforts, his body wasn't getting any younger. 


But that wasn't going to stop Dave. Not in a million years. 


Sighing, and with a shake of his head, David allowed himself to be lead around the sunken walkway and to the 
tiny booking office. He listened as Dave rattled off their reservation, handed over his credit card, and retrieved 
two pairs of skates. He smiled a little as the redhead looked to him, those hazel eyes filled with the wonder of 
a boy who'd never really celebrated Christmas. David's smile widened as he was lead to a small, wooden bench. 
He felt his heart warm as Dave helped him to put on his skates. 


Dave really did care for him. Really did love him. Despite all they'd been through over the years, David would 
always hold a special place in Dave's heart, just as the redhead was in David's own. With his heart swelling, he 
turned and looked at the redhead, watching as he tied his own skates. In true Dave fashion, the tip of his 
tongue was trapped between his teeth, a sign that he was trying to concentrate. It was one of those little 
things that made David love him all the more. 


David allowed the older man to take his hand and lead him to the rink. People watched from the restaurants, 
dreamy looks in their eyes as they took in the Christmas scene. Above them, up on the plaza, stood rows of 


flags and trees. White fairy lights glowed on the naked boughs of the trees. 


As they stepped onto the ice, the music changed to Dean Martin's "Walking In A Winter Wonderland". David's 
smile widened and he chuckled as Dave gently pulled him along. It had been a long time since David had last 
been on ice. Maybe ten years or more. Being away from Minnesota did that. But it all came back as their 
skates bit into the slippery surface beneath them. David loved that crisp sound, the one of a sharp blade 
cutting through pure white ice. 


Suddenly he was sixteen again. Suddenly his body ached no longer. Suddenly the physiotherapy he'd had to have 
was paying off. Swinging his hips, David turned so that he was moving backwards. Laughing, he took both of 
Dave's hands in his own, his laughter becoming louder as he watched the redhead's expression change to one 


of shock and awe. 
Moving himself closer, David said, "You've never seen me skate, have you?" 


Dave shook his head, eyes wide and glittering with what David hoped was the tear of the bitterly cold breeze. 
Wrapping an arm around Dave's waist, David pulled the redhead along, their noses pressed together. With a 
smile on his lips, he gave his boyfriend a quick, warming kiss, before he pulled away. 


David allowed himself to be free on the ice, hair flowing behind him and laughter falling from his lips. He 
weaved in and out of people, being careful not to knock them. Every few moments, the music changed, feeding 


the skaters another delightful Christmas song. As he skated, David sang, his voice joining that of a hundred 


other people. 


Finally he caught up with Dave once more. Gone was the bubbling anger he'd felt at being dragged from a 
warm hotel room. Instead, David felt alive, and filled with joy and happiness. Never had he thought that 
something as simple as ice skating would energise him do much. Taking Dave's hand, he pressed a kiss to the 
redhead's cold cheek, watching as Dave blushed. And then they were gone, hands joined as they did lap after 
lap of the famous rink. David laughed, Dave laughed. They both sang as they moved in perfect harmony. They'd 
always moved in perfect harmony, right from the moment they'd met, and the moments on the ice proved 


just how in syne with one another they were. 

With their time coming to an end, David pulled his boyfriend into the centre of the ice. Balancing on the wafer 
thin blades, he looped his arms around Dave's waist and held him close. Warm, hazel eyes looked down into his 
own, a glimmer of curiosity in them. David smiled. 

"| love you," he murmured. "Thank you for doing this for me." 

Dave smiled that warm, goofy smile that David loved so much. "Love you, too. Thanks for humouring me." 
Brushing his thumb over Dave's lower lip, David drew him in for a kiss. "No, thank you for helping get me in 
the Christmas spirit. | needed this more than you can imagine | did. One last go around before we have to 
leave?" 


Dave's smile widened, his eyes taking on the childish gleam once more. "You bet!" 


And, with that, they were gone, pushing themselves back out onto the ice as Frank Sinatra wished them a 
merry little Christmas. 


